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Me to its game; it seem'd to bless

Itself in me.    How could I less

Than love it \    Oh, I cannot be

Unkind t' a beast that loveth me.

Had it lived long, I do not know

Whether it too might have done so

As Sylvio did ; his gifts might be

Perhaps as false, or more, than he.

But I am sure, for aught that I

Could in so short a time espy,

Thy love was far more better than

The love of false and cruel man.

With sweetest milk and sugar first

I it at my own fingers nursed ;

And as it grew, so every day

It wax'd more white and sweet than they :

It had so sweet a breath.    And oft

I blush'd to see its foot more soft

And white, shall I say than my hand I

Nay, any lady's of the land.

It is a wondrous thing how fleet

'Twas on those little silver feet;

With what a*pretty skipping grace

It oft would challenge me the race ;

And when't had left me far away,

*Twould stay, and run again, and stay ;

For it was nimbler much than hinds,

And trod as if on the four winds.

I have a garden of my own,

But so with roses overgrown,

And lilies, that you would it guess

To be a little wilderness,

And all the spring time of the year

Jt only loved to be there.

Among the beds of lilies I

Have sought it oft where it should lie,

Yet could not, till itself would rise,

Find it, although before mine eyes ;

For in the flaxen lilies' shade

It like a bank of lilies laid ;

Upon the roses it would feed

Until its lips e'en seenrd to bleed ;

And then to me 'twould boldly trip,

And print those roses on my lip.

But all its chief delight was wtill

On roses thus itself to fill,

And its pure virgin limbs to fold
In whitest sheets of lilies cold.
Had it lived long, it would have been
Lilies without, roses within.

YOUNG LOVE.

COMB, little infant, love me now,
While thine unsuspected years

Clear thine aged father's brow
From cold jealousy and fears.

Pretty, surely, 'twere to see

By young Love old Time beguiled ;
While our sportings arc as free

As the nurse's with tho child.

Common beauties stay fifteen;

Such as yours should swifter move,
Whose fair blossoms are too green

Yet for lust, but not for love.

Love as much the snowy lamb,
Or the wanton kid, does prize,

As the lusty bull or ram,
For his morning sacrifice.

Now then love me : Time may take
Thee before thy time away ;

Of this need we'll virtue make.
And learn love before we may.

So we win of doubtful fate ;

And if good to us she meant,
We that good shall antedate ;

Or, if ill, that ill prevent.

Thus do kingdoms, frustrating
Other titles to their crown,

hi the cradle crown their king,
So all foreign claims to drown.

So to make all rivals vain,

Now I crown thee with my love \

Crown mo with thy lovo again,
And wo both sliall monarchs prove.
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CELIA SINGING.

EOSES in breathing forth their scent,
Or stars their borrow'd ornament:
Nymphs in their wat'ry sphere that move,
Or angels in their orbs above ;
The winged chariot of the light,

Or the slow silent wheels of night;

The shade which from the swifter sun

Both in a swifter motion run.

Or souls that their eternal rest do keep,

Make far loss noise than Celia's breath in Bleep.